
CASSIDY MOVII 



FAMOUS STAR OF THE HOP) 



lie pBJlttOUS 
JOUBNXVI 




PUT MORE OPPORTUNE / 
IN YOUR FUTURE! 



HuY cil/I^Ss! 

US&gotSt- 









BOYD 



IN THE 
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HELP.' I'VE RUM PLUMB OUT OF AMMUNITION l 

AND THOSE VARMINTS , — ■~\J 

ARE TWIN© TUH STEAL , I TAKE COVER . 
MUH PAYROLL FROM ME 1 1 I'LL SEE WHAT I CAI- 
j - |j- .^1 DO TO STOP THEM . 



'(GULP.') HE&HOT 



ALL OO/Z GL/fJe. 



U^kawin© his 

SIX-SHOOTERS, 
BILL BOYD 
©IVES AM 
| EXHIBITION OF 
I MARKSMAN- 
[, SHIP THAT HAS 
I NEVER BEEN 
I MATCHED! 



THEY'RE 
TRYING TO 



'^THIS "S 

SHOULD CHANSE 
THEIR MINDS! ^ 
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■S THAT HOMBRE WAS HANK. \ W6 COULD HAVE 
PARRi THE OUTLAW .'HE HAD \ CAUGHT HIMiTt 
JUST STOLEN THE SILVER IF VUH HADN'T 

MINE PAYROLL AND ME AND / BUTTED IN P 
MV POSSE WERE TRYING hy — — 



TO JAIL? I'M THE S 
SHERIFF OF THESE 



OF COURSE HE ISN'T. 1 
HE SOT AWAY, BUT- - 



--YOURE NOT.' I N 
GOING TO SLAP 
HANDCUFFS ON YU I 



HE OUTLAW, 

i HELPING HIM.' 
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/who do \thats rksht.ano Hater, in t 

VUH EXPECT \VUH MUST'VE THOUGHT J JAILHOUSE- 

TO BELIEVE (THAT AFTER VUH 1 

THAT? YOU'RE /HELPED YORE BOSS 
PROBABLY /ESCAPE, YUH COULD 
ONE OF "NSET AWAY JUST BY / 

PARR'S, HENCH-ISAYING IT WAS A 
. MEN.' _/AmS7AKE ! WAL, YOU'VE 

, , — 'f SOT ANOTHER GUESS 

„ 1/ V COMING .' TAKE HIM , 

\ ' , AWAY, BOYS.' i 



BE STUBBORN , ITS YOR 
, FUNERAL .’YOUR TRIAL 
1 COMES UP TOMORROW 
I ■ MORNING ^ 



l T . . r ~H FOR THE last\ 
/ HANK PARR AND L-^t-imB, SHERIFF 
/HIS SANG ARE WANTED \SRAYSTONE , 
FOR MURDER AS WELL I NEVER A 
\ AS ROBBERY. BOYD .'/SAW HANK ^ 

l\THINGS will go ^/parr before 
EASIER FER YUH /THIS AFTERNOON I 
/iFYUH'LLTELL — 

f WHERE YORE ■ MB M 
^GANG HIDES OUTj^[ ■ 



HE NEXT MORNING, INTHE LAPDOG VALLEY COURT - 



QUIET.' YOU HEARD THE JL 
VERDICT.' I SENTENCE YOU L 
TD BE HANGED FOR YOUR , 

CRIMES AT DAWN TOMORROW.' 
ASk THE CASE IS CLOSED^ 



f IF I COULD ONLY GET OUT OF HERE, t MIGHT BE ' 

able to prove my innocence; i couldtry to 

MAKE A RUN FOR IT BUT THAT WOULD BE f-wJ 
DEFYING THE LAW AND E DON'T WANT TO " 

DO THAT — -f 



LETS GO. BOYD. 

I’VE GOT TO TAKE 

/.YOU BACK TO > 
Y. ) YORE CELL 
// UNTIL DAWN.' ) 
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LTHA.T GIVES i 



ON THE OTHER 
HAND 1 1 CAN'T 
LET THEM HANG 
ME FOR SOME- 



TH E JUDGE TUH CHANGE MORE 
> SENTENCE FROM HANGING TUH 
LIFE IN PRISON IF VUH'LL ONLY 
\TELL US WHERE HANK PARR’S t 
r ^— . j — . HIDE-OUT IS.' J 



'ALL-RIGHT SHERIFF. I’VE CHANGED )C’MON / 

mv mind; i’ll tell you where itis: {going to 
> THE ONLY TROUBLE IS Z CAN’T EXACT- ) GET SOME 
LV OESCRIBE THE LOCATION , VmEN AND 
U1L HAVE TO SHOW IT TO YOLl ■Jjy HORSES !t 



WATER--! > I DON’T INTEND ) T 

’ ‘ \TO RUN AWAY. V L 

I CAN PICK UP \ I’VE GOT ENOUGH 
SOME MORE /TROUBLE FIGURING 
MEN IN HYAR ! /OUT HOW TO STALL 
MEANWHILE , ^,THI6 POSSE UNTIL 
DON'T TRY ANY \ I CAN THINK OF . 
TRICKS BECAUSE /SOME WAY TO < 
X CAN PLUS YUH /p^\ PROVE MY , , 
FASTER THAN ^JJ^pftlNNOCENCE/l 



HOLD IT! I’M NOT 
TRYING TO escape; 



f X DON'T LIKE , 
THE IDEA OF i 
RUNNING AWAY, 
BUT IF WE STAY, 
FOR CERTAIN 1, 
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llOING LIKE THE WIND, THE INNOCENT BILL HEADS FOR 
IE HILLS, BUT THE SELF-FORMED POSSE CONTINUES 
IE PURSUIT— /*•* ; I J 



KEEP FIRING: 
WE' a STILL 
GET HIM ! 



TWEVE BEENES? 
LUCKY SO FAR. 
TOPPER, BUT ONE 
OP THOSE BULLETS IS 
BOUND TD PINO TOM/ 
IP WE'RE SONS TO 
SIVE THEM THE SUP 
WE'LL HAVE TO TRY 
SOMETHING ELSE ly 



? I'VE GOT AN IDEA! WHEN 
WE REACH THE MIDDLE OF 
k THE BRIDGE, I'M GOING 
\ TO DIVE OVER! YOU KEEP 
klRUNNlNS, TOPPER ANP MEET ME J 
£> BELOW ON THE mjA 
BPL. OTHER SIDE J gtQ 



HEY, LOOK.' THE 

VARMINTS JUMPING 
OFF THE BRIDGE.' 
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Y NOW weVe sot to take 
I ONE OP THE OTHER TRAILS 
/ BACK TO TOWN.' WE DONY 
/ WANT SHERIFF GRAYSTONE 
/ TO THINK WE'VE TRIED f , — 
l^ro escape; > 



THERE HE IS.' 



BHERE ARE THREE TRAILS AT THE 
FOOT OF THE MOUNTAIN, BUT ONLY 
TWO LEAD TO TOWN . AS THE COU- 
RAGEO US BILL BOYD REACHES THE 



^ND AT THE SECOND TRAIL- 



/ THERE'S ONLY ONE OTHER. 
TRAIL OUT OF HERE, BUT I 
DOUBT F THEY'RE GUAROlNQ 
THAT ONE SINCE IT LEAD© 

INTO THE DESERT AND ONLY 
ACRA7YMAN WOULD TRY 

sTO CRO SS IT ! - 



tZTs LIFE AT STAKE, THE DESPERATE BILL 80YD HEADS 
RIGHT INTO THE BURNING DESERT . 



( BUT RIGHT NOW 
V I'D RATHER BE , 
fCRAZYTHAN DEAD.' 
U£T*® 60.10PPER 



C I KNOW THE SUN'S SCORCHINS, 

* TOPPER. BUT WE CAN'T SLOW UP.' 
THE FASTER WE SET ACROSS, THE 
BETTER OFF WE'LL Be 
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Keasy does it, 
topper; DON'T 

, DRINK TOO FAST 
OR TOO MUCH OR 
^YOU'LL. GET SICK ! 



<E SIGHT OF THE PRICELESS WATER BLINDS 
FIGHTING CO MBOY TO EVERYTHIN© ELSE 

und; as he busily drinks, bill doesn't 

CE THE POSTER ABOVE HIS HEAP 



$ 500 ' 

wune l 



y I AIM TU H COLLECT THAT ] 
REWARD SO DON'T 
MAKE A MOVE UNTIL rTSfcifi 
TIE YOU UP, OR I'LL 
BASH YORE HEADitJ*^ 



SHERIFF OVER IN LAF 
VALLEY'S SEARCHING 



THAT WAS A 
OLD TRICK- 
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r GUKSTHEONLYTHINGWeA 
:an do is hide out until j 

IT SET© DARK AHDTHEN / 

RIDE BACK TO LAP OOQ ^ 
VALLEY— BUT NOT THROUGH 
V THE DESERT THISTIMEi 



V NOW WE RE IN A REAL FIX.' ^ 
WE'VE SOT TO SET BACK TO 
SHERIFF GRAVSTONE. AND / 
EXPLAIN WHAT HAPPENED.' ) 
BUT WITH THE WANTED 
Posters up all ^-y£T 
OVER, EVERYONE 

who spots us ,£Nt i4 ?V: 

WILL BE TRYING MBtjS Vpif 
TO CAPTURE 

US FOR THE J / 

REWARD ' 



WE VE SOT YUM COVEREO. 

. NOW GET UP AND MOUNT. 
V_VORE HORSE//— 



rfeuLP.') 

' FOUND ME 



■START RIDINS WE’LL TELL YUH 



I TUH TURN . 



^ANO REMEMBER, 
NO TRICKS.' WE'VE 
SOT OUR LEAD- 
PUSHERS AIMED 
. RIGHT OT MORE 
k HEAD.' J 
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f UNTIL I SAW THE POSTERS, I DIDN’T^ 
KNOW YUH WERE * HIGHWAYMAN/TOO.' 
i I WOULDN'T HAVE TOLD YUH THAT 

N . STORY ABOUT THE POSSE 

v BEING CROOKS AND 

TRYING TUH ROB ME.' 

_ I RECKON YUH CHASED , 

THEMOFF BECAUSE 
YUH INTENDED TUN ' 
RCB vs voeESE.c^, 



/ WE SPOTTED YUH ~Y HE DOESN'T \ | 

[ RIDING IUTHE HILLS \ REALIZE I'M i. ; 

\ AND REMEMBERING WANTED BE- ) 
'THE WAY YUH HANDLED /CAUSE THEY ) 

A GUN, I DECIDED I /THINK I'M A 
COULO USE YUH \ MEMBER OF HIS 

' QUINCY AND SUDDER \ GANG. CATCHING u 
HYAR PICKED YUH UP. 1 HANK PARR WOULD “ 
HOW’D YUH LIKE TO / PROVE MY INNOCENCE, 
JOIN UP WtTH H ANk/bUT I COULDN'T DO ^ 
PARR ? ~T=^- . ■/ IT WITH ALL THOSE 
s w_ =a j3Sr®aH PRAIRIE RATS AROUND- 1 
Hpl I . Myt I'LL PLAY ALONG Tl LL - 



its a deal, hank /good: i've 

I AlWAYS WANTED /A FEW JOBS 1 
TO JOIN UP WITH /PLANNED AL- 
FIRST-CLASS /ready: SIT 
U OUTLAWS' /DOWN AND ILL] 
te— GIVEYOUTHE / 
- ^ DETAILS'/ 



, MOMENT.' 



F IRST OFF, I AIMTUH HAVE MUH 
BOYS ROB THE SECOND NOTIONAL, 
BANK AT BRIMSTONE POINT.'/— — < 

WITH YORE SHOOTING , 'ANY- 

SKILL. YOU'D MAKE /THINS YOU 



, WHILE -THE BOA'S GO INSIDE THE ) I KEPT THE] 
I BANK, YOU'LL WAIT OUTSIOE.' /LAW BUSY / 
IF YUH SEE THE SHERIFF OR /WHILE YOU / 
\ ANY LAWMAN COMING i/'ESCAPED ONCE / 
/ YOU'LL FIRE YORE GUN A BEFORE, HANK, / 
'YTWICE I THAT'LL 8E TH E J SO I GUESS X / 

• TROUBLE SIGNAL / /HAVE ENOUGH EX- / , 
oj THEN ITLL BE UP TO ) PERIENCE.' WHEN J l 
/ YUH TO KEEP THE LAW/ DO WE START ? M f 
BUSY WHILE THEY iJTO ' / / 

L ^v,n A 



I'M SITTING THIS ' 
ONE OUT 8UT THE 
REST OF YUH CAN 
GO RIGHT NOW.' 1 
.GOOD LUCK 



f X CANT LET THEM ROB 
THE BANK, AND YET X 
CAN'T GIVE MY HAND AWAY 
UNTIL r FIGURE SOME _/r 
WAY-TO NOTIFY THE "5 L 
SHERIFF ABOUT HANK 
PARR'S HIDE-OUT 1 



1 /don'tn 
f” WORTOOWNfiV 
/WITH ME ON 
THE JoaYOU < 
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— AND THIS IS k 
IT.' THE TROUBLE ' 
SIGNAL WILL ' 
BRINS THE / ' 
OUTLAWS J g 
RUNNING,/^ 
BEFOREA® 



' mu B // G E T OUT OP HERE " 
QUICKLY/ I'LL KEEP MOO CO/EREO 
^ WHILE YOU DO ; '^_ BBSS 



BANK UNDER CONTROL, BUT THEY 
HAVEN'T STARTED TO TAKE ANY 
MONEY YET/ WELLfTHERE’S ONE W 
WAY TO WAKE SURETHEY 
"L_ NEVER DO--- 






But bill was mistaken when h 
THOUGHT NOCUE NOTICED/ BACK 



/GOING TO LIKE IT 
(WHEN HE FINDS OUT 
I WE DIDN'T CLEAN - 
'OUT THE BANK / / 



• T WAL.THERE'SN 

: COULD BE WRONG, BOSS, \ONIY ONE WAY 
r I DIDN'T SEE ANYONE ] TO MAKE SURE! 
AEN WE CAME OUT OF THE < I’M SENDING THE 
BANK , WHEN BOYD SIGNAL- I GANG ON A RAIL- 
|ED. I’VE AFEEUNS HE'S /ROAD ROBBERY 
\ NOTON THE LEVEL/ /ANDEWANTYUH 
O > ./ iu watch him : ir 
Piv |V / HES DOUBLE -CROSS- 

I ING US HE WON'T LIVE 

KT- TRY IT AGA'N / ^ 
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f VUH WILL JUMP ON THE MOVING TRAIN,/ 
KNOCK OUT THE FIREJAA.NA.WD n-r-i 
i ENGINEER. AND STOP THE V7 j I 
TRAIN AND STEAL THE/r-rTT / / V 

l GOLD. 1 EVERYTHING / // 

l CLEAR ? Z ~*\ ( YEAH. V // N 



1RWAV, HANK.' AND 
WONT FORGET MY 
, ASSISNAAENTON , 
I THIS JOB EITHER! 



NEXT TRAIN TO LAP OOG VALLEY I 
WILL BE CARRYING A LARGE SHIP- 1 
AENTOFGOLD.TO REACH CACTUS 
JUNCDONiTHE TRAIN HAS TO 

_ PAftG THE BIG SEND. WHEN 
/Mi\ IT DOES, WE'RE GOING 
to attack it i 



THE BIG BEND . 
JUST BEFORE ) 
THETRAIN / 

S- Poes/ - r 



GET READY, 80YD. 
HYAR COAAES THE 
> TRAIN NOW - 



THAN I WAS AT THE BANK.' 
I STILL HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE 
TO CONTACT THE SHERIFF . 
ONCE AGAIN I'LL HAVE TO 
FOIL THEIR PLANS WrTHOUT 
GIVING MYSELF AWAY/ .. 
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1/ SHERIFF GGAY- 

■f^STONE ? BUT 



JEANWHILE- 



QUE&TION6: JUST DO IT 
WHEN X SAY SO, START 1 



WHEN YOU REACH Tw 
LAP DOS VALUEV, 
MAKE SURE SHERIFF, 
GRAYSTONE SETS / 
THIS NOTE '/■jrf 



NOW. 1 



'DO WITH A 
SHERIFF; 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 




‘WHEN THE TRAIN STARTED TO 
MOVE SUODENLY, IT CAUGHT * 
ALL THOSE BANDITS , . M 
OFF GUARD ANO 
SENT THEM 
flv.ng i ■f-' 



WIN ORDER NOT TO 
E THEM SUSPICIOUS, 
IGOTTO PRETEND 
IAVE FALLEN OFF, / 

v 700 •' 



'WHAM® 

happened; 



TOOK ME FROM 
BEHIND 

SURPRISE i\ f 
THE NEW J ^ 



helped; i’ll explain , 
TO HIM WHAT HAPPENED. 



/ —AND THAT® 

I EXACTLY WHY 
I WE MUFFED 
THE RAILROAD* 
ROBBERY JOB. 1 



I DON'T LISTEN ' 
' UIHTHAT 
i^MALAR- 
iWptEV.BOSS. 1 
|S0L HE'S A , 
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NOBODY CALLS i 



• J IF YUU DON'T UL 
MIND, CD LIKE TO 
HEAR WHAT QUINCY, 
HASTUH SAY 



-BUT I'LL FEEL SAFER WITH 
THESE SHOOTING IRONS IN ** 
MUH hands: LIKEYUH 
* TOLO WE, I KEPT MUH 

■I E v c ON Him EVERY 

^ SECOND / 



CD AFTER QUINCY TgtLS ■ 



' EVEN THOU6H I FOUND I 
THE OUTLAW r NEED TO 
’ROVE MV INNOCENCE , A 
IT DOESN'T LOOK AS M 
IF I'LL LIVE LONG 
ENOUGH TO DO \ ■ 

SO-- 



PARR, 



THEN IN OTHER WOC 
HE OEUBERATELY 
MESSED UP THE 
RAILROAD JOB j. 



/PECTED, HE DIDTHE BANK. 
"JOB, TOO. 1 LET'S SHOW HIM 1 
HOW WE DEAL WITH OOUBLE- 
CROSSERS, BO® 




KNOCKEOTHE 



TO DIE, I'LL 
FIGHTING . 



GUNSOOTOF ) 
, THEIR HANDS 1 
A -WHICH GIVES 
') ME A BETTER, 
CHANCE ' 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 




-“now i'm going to ■ 

YOU'RE IN NO CONDT 
PICK UP THAT SUN A 
GOINS TO FIGHT*. 
THIS OUT i — 



BUT YEARS OF ROAMING THE WILO 
WEST HAVE MAOE THE WANDERING 
COWBOY’S EARS SENSITIVE TO THE 
SLIGHTEST SUN SOUND ■ - 



X THOUGHT I HEARdJ 
A 6UN BARREL r^f 
ROLLING INTO /Mfe 
PLACE. '■ s' \ fl 



■ THAT MOMENT— f aUlCK. 1 GRAB THIS HOM8RE ! HE'S GOT TUH i 



"MD mranwnqftB • ntv ww i . wn ws. 

HE CAN'T MONKEY AROUND WITH HANK. PARR 
AND SET AWAY WITH IT ! . J 



’ THE FOOL'S MAKING IT EASIER ' 
FER.YUH I HE'S BACKING HIMSELF 
AGAINST THE WALL , S 
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■VEN THOUGH HE'S FACEOWITH INSURMOUNTABLE ODDS. 
■IE DARIUS RANGE RIPER CONTINUES TO BATTLE - - 



NT THINK WE CAN HOLD ON TO 
HE'S WILDER THAN A RASING 
— — -v WILD CAT l 



GO OUT AND DIG A GRAVE 
FOR THIS COYOTE .'AS , 
SOON ASVUH FINISH / 



I RECKONTHIS SHOULD 
TAME HIM ^ 



''tHATKOMBRE* 
SIX FOOT . 
. UNDER.' JM 






BILL BOYD WESTERN 




MEANWHILE- 



^SHERIFF SRAYSTONE.' 

IF THAT NOTE WE RECEIVED \ HERE'S WHAR We'RE 
FROM BOYD THROUGH THE A&UPPOSEO TO MAKE 
ENGINEER IS ON THE LEVEL, JtWAT LEFT TURN ! , 
HANK RARR'S.HiPE-../LL 



THEIR SUNS READY J 



1EANWHILE- 



^ "’I EVERYBODY v 
VELL A V ON THE DOUBLE I 
THE® ^JJ' S A 130655 (, 

REST OF THE "V 1 

MEN AND LETS Jl H / v 

GETOUTOF 



OKAY, BOSS, THE A BULLET THROUGH' 
grave’s finishedl/bctoandyuh 



THE PLEASURE 1 ( 
OF Killing YUH 
WILL MAKE UP FOR 
THE TWO ROBBERIES 
YUH RUINEOi/rr— 



SETTLE WITH RARR IF I CAN ONLY 
GET OUT OF THESE ROPES.' THE EDGE 
OF THAT SHOVEL LOOKS SHARP 
ENOUGH TO DO THE TRICK S 



BILL BOYD WESTERN' 




IT WORKED NOW TO SET THE 



§3irr AS THE POSSE RAPIDLY rounos up HIS HENCHMEN, HANK FARR 
LAKES PLANS OF HIS OWN 7 



THEVVE SOT Aa W 
MEN ! WAL.THEY WON’T 
SET ME I’M VAMOOSING 
PRONTO.' - f4 



;en another horse as fast as 
SHOULD BE ABLE TO CATCH UP _ 
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THE FOOL.' THECLOSER 
HE SETS, THE EASIER. 

’ rr will be fer me to 
\FINI6H him off.' 



THAT MAKES THE SECOND BULLET HES 
WASTED.' HE STILL HAS FOUR TO SO 
s WHICH MEANS-- • - r, ^ 



WHI2ZZ 



EASIER SAID THAN DONE J 



THERE SOES HIS LAST SHOT.' 
NOW WE CAN STOP STALLING 
AND REAUV CATCH UP .’ , — 



BILL BOYD WESTERN 




"J NOW GET UP.' 



SVINSM3U ANOTHER 
CHANCE TO FIGHT THIS 
OUT MAN TO MAN.' 



'ANO ONCE ) 

, AGAIN I’AA S 
TURNING THE 



I'VE GOT TO HIDE OUT 
THE BRUSH BEFORE 
SETS TO HIS FEET, 1 



1 OR DOWN THERE'S STILL 
DF FIG HT IN THE WANPEg- 



SHOULD KICK YOU 
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Y NOW YOU HAVE YOUR CHOICE— 
YOU CAN SURRENDER AND CONFESS 
TO THE SHERIFF THAT YOU TRICKED 
y wE INTO HELPING YOU ESCAPE OR 
\ YOU CAN TRY TO FI6HT YOUR. 
i>.V WA/ OUT OF HERE t y-acCl 



.FISHT 

OUT.' 
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I'M TAKING YOUTO SHERIFF GRAYSTONE 
OU'RE GOING TO CONFESS THE TRUTH / J 



(GROAN.' Mr-iT 
■ ENOUGH vW 
V ENOUGH.’ JSK. 



=S I YES /ONLY 
ON'T HIT ME < 
agmn ; 




[that'll be done . 



.WANTED SIGNS S FAST AS POSSIBLE.' AMD j 
\TAKEN DOWN SO UN THE MEANWHILE, WE 
H \ r CAN CONTINUE ) WANT YUH TO STAY IN TOWN 
1 TRAVELING ./AS OUR GUEST OF HONOR/ 



‘ I OPINE WE OWE VOU AN APOLOi 
BILL BOYD! IF THERE'S ANYTHIN 
WANT, JUST SAV THE WORD AND ' 
DO rr TUH MAKE UP FER OUR HO' 
> — —.MISTAKE s—/. 



ROD CAMERON 



COMIX CARDS 
appear in 



ROD CAMERON 



ROD CAMERON 



ONLY IO< 



LOCAL 
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(ql-ubV 

SLOB) 



[that means fight 

INHAR 1 COME FROM, 

CTOUIgCOI, ^ 



VORE BEING 
SORRY DOESN'T 
WAKE ME PEEL 
ANY BETTER l 



...THIS ISN'T 
INHAR 1 COME 
=5-, FROM l r 



VNAU INHY 
Pont yOH 
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RUSTLER’S RANGE 

N*'. l Rv n.vfc 



T^TO ONE seemed to be able to stop the 
rustlers that year on Grand Prairie. 
Every waddy that worked for the big cow out- 
fits— the Circle R. the Double O, the Morgan 
spread— was riding day and night, and still 
the rustling continued! 

A slick bunch of .cow thieves was at work. 
First they hit, hard' and sudden at the Double 
O, making off with a herd of prime, grass- 
fattened steers. Two nights later, they raided 
somewhere else. Again and again they made 
their bid — never leaving clues, never running 
into a fracas. 

Jeff Scott, boss of the Lazy 'J outfit, was 
plumb worried. 

"We’re not big, like some of these other 
outfits." he said to his grizzled old ranch hand. 
Dad Parker. "So far we've been lucky. The 
rustlers haven't hit us. But what if they do, 
Dad? What if they get away with seventy-five 
or a hundred head? It'll just about break me 
— and I won't be able to make payments at 
Jhe bankP 

Dad Parker shook his gray head. "They’re 
a mean bunch, son." he said. "Can't tell where 
they'll strike next. But T reckon all we can do 
is rid. herd day and night— with loaded rifies!" 

Jeff gripped the old man's shoulder. "That's 
It, Dad." he said. “If we keep our stock close 
hi, and watch them steady, maybe we'll stand 
a chance." 

So. for four nights, the young rancher and 
the old hired hand rode herd on the Lazy J 
cattle. One rode on the high ground, half- 
hidden in the mesquito and shrub oak of the 
gently mounting slope. The other stayed on 
the fringe of the herd, constantly on the alert 
for trouble. 

For four nights they waited, and on the 
fifth, the rustlers hit! 

Jeff Scott, riding on the slope, heard them 
first, riding fast and hard. He fired his gun 
in the air twice, as a signal to Dad Parker. 
Then, booling his paint horse, he raced down 



toward the prairie to hold the rustlers off from 
his side. There was a brief gun-battle. Colts 
cut flaming streaks through the night, and the 
acrid scent of burnt powder half-stampeded 
the terrified herd. 

But the rustlers hadn’t expected to fight — J 
and that wasn’t their strong, point anyway. : 
After five minutes of firing at elusive gray ? 
shadows, they put the spurs to their mounts ' 
and wheeled away. 

As they disappeared in the blackness, a cry 
floated back from one of them — "Don’t be too 
happy. Scott! We’ll be back. See yuh soon!” 



'’■^HE lean young rancher dismounted, one 
hand gripping his shoulder. A lucky last 
shot of one of the rustlers had hit his shoulder; 
a flesh wound, but a painful one. 

Hitting the ground, Jeff called out, "Dad! 
Dad! Where are you?" 

The only reply was a faint groan that could 
hardly be heard above the bawling of the 
frightened calves. Stumbling through the dark, 
searching desperately, Jeff finally found the 
old man. He was on the ground, half bent over 
and clutching his chest. As Jeff came up to 
him. Dad managed to look up and whisper, 
“I’m hurt, son. Hurt . . . pretty bad . . .” 

The doctor came from Prairieville to tend ' 
the old man. He took the bullet out, bandaged 
him and put him to bed. After fixing Jeff’s 
less serious wound, the medical man shook his 



“If Dad tries to get up before a couple of 
weeks, he'll be committing 1 suicide.” He looked 
at Jeff and hesitated. "I’d like to tell you the 
same, but it wouldn't be true. You can get 
around — even though it'll hurt. But take it 
easy, son! You can’t lick a gang of rustlers all 
by yourself. That'll be suicide, if you try it.” 
He left in the late morning, after giving Jeff 
full instructions on caring for the old man. 

Sitting by Dad’s bedside, Jeff heard the 
waddy mumble, "Listen, boy! You can’t . . . 
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fight . , . them all by . . . yourself , . . Nona 
of the other . . . outfits have stopped them . . . 
Better give up. Better put your prime stock 
... in Steer Horn Canyon . . . and let them 
have the . . . others. You're wounded . . . too 

Grimly. Jeff Scott shook his head. 

Steer Horn Canyon was a narrow, thin- 
mouthed canyon that opened off the rangeland. 
It was big enough to hold the herd penned 
up, but not big enough to feed them for more 
than a day. No, he couldn't keep all his stock 
there— and he'd be hung and quartered before 
he'd save just a few and let the rustlers take 
the rest! 

^UDDENLY, the young rancher stood up. 

Maybe there was another plan . . . another 
possibility . . . 

Hurrying out of the ranchhouse. he called 
the paint horse to him. Favoring his aching 
Shoulder, he pulled himself onto the paint. 
There was a job to be done — and it had to be 
done pronto! 

It was the very next night that the rustlers 
struck again. Jeff had been waiting on the 
slope, half-hidden beside a tall cottonwood. 
His shoulder, though it was healing, was pain- 
ing more and more. But when he heard that 
drumming of hooves on the night air again, 
his head snapped up sharply. 

"Here they cornel Now we'll see what 

Instead of riding down toward the herd, 
the rancher pushed his pony along the slope. 
Soon, he would tell by the shrill cries of the 
rustlers, and by the soft padding sound of 
hundreds of unshod hooves, that the herd was 
in motion. Riding slowly, he kept parallel to 
it. and out of sight. After half an hour had 
passed, he moved the paint ahead a little 
faster. 

Then, dismounting beside a huge boulder, 
he crouched and drew forth a wooden box. 
In it were several rows of dynamite sticks 
and a fuse. He waited, listening to the herd, 
and peering through the dark. Several hun- 
dred yards away, directly opposite him. was 
the narrow entrance to Steer Horn Canyon. 



It had but the one entrance — and Its walls 
were steep and high — too high to climb. 

Now the herd and the rustlers were coming 
up. Now they were directly between him and 
the canyon. 

Jeff Scott lit a sulphur match with his 
thumbnaiL 

"Here goes nothing," he said, and touched 
it to the dynamite fuse. The powder-filled cord 
began to splutter. He flung himself to the 
ground, far on the other side of the boulder. 

The dynamite went off with an earth-shatter- 
ing explosion. A brilliant flash lit up the 
ground for many yards around. Bawling in 
sudden terror, the herd swerved directly away 
from the concussion — and thundered toward 
the entrance to Steer Horn Canyon. In a mo- 
ment, they were stampeding into the canyon 
—with the rustlers riding after them in hot 

Jeff Scott waited until the last cow and the 
last rustler had disappeared into the canyon. 

Then he took out his carbine and planted 
himself flat on the ground, facing the canyon 
entrance. A pale moon had come out; enough 
to shoot by. He was going to be there quite 
a while. Might as well be comfortable. 

|T WAS noon the next day before the sheriff 
and a posse showed up. Neighboring ranch- 
ers had sent word to them that firing had been 
heard through the night— so they finally de- 
cided to investigate. When he heard what Jeff 
had done, the sheriff pushed the Stetson back 
on his hoad and whistled soundlessly. 

“You mean — you've got the rustler gang 
bottled up in there?" he muttered. 

"That's right." Jeff nodded. “They went- In 
after the cattle, and there's only one way to 
get out. Every time they tried to come out. 
I winged them. After a while.” and he caressed 
the smooth gray barrel of the carbine, “after 
a while . . . they stopped trying. I think you 
can round them up pretty easy now. Sheriff. 
I'm going home — I’m tired.” 



THE END 
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THAR’5 POPEY DORAN I THINK 
J’lL HAVE A LITTLE FUN - 



HEY, DORAN. 'COME 

HyAR.' pronto; 

DROP WHAT ) 
YO’R£ DOINGiA 



>, HE SHORE 
STUPID 



open’round' 



BECAUSE- 



iO 'ROUND Wl 
THEM SHUT; 
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HEY, HOW LONG' 
HAS’ THIS TOWN 
BEEN DEAD? j 



DON'T GET SORB. 1 DIDN'T 
THIS TOWN, BUT YOU'VE XT 
GOT TO ADMIT THAT W I 
THERE DOESN'T SEEM 
TO BE ANYTHING TO DO \ 

— 7 , AROUND \ 

K.' /JSWpHERE FOR 
. TSfc % EXCITE / 
„ MENTj / 



IF IT'S EXCITEMENT 
YORE LOOKINGFER, 
. JEST FOLLOW 
Wt ME! y 



/WHERE aR&V T(JH LOO 
YOU TAKING ■ AT THAT 
MEf^^STATUE.' 



/ YES, BUT SAM HAD THREE S 
1 HORSES. HE CALLED THEM 

OLD PAINT, NE W PAINT y 1 

and wet rMmiTwmC 



. WHY, THIS STATUE IS OF \ 
I SAM SEESAW, THE FIRST 
PONY EXPRESS RIDES J 
IN THESE PARTS li 



IS THAT AN \ 
EXACT COPY 
OP HIS I 
. HORSE ? 'J 
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WAS THAT SAM 



SEESAW'S WHOLE ), 
CLAIM TO FAMB" A 
TUB FACT ^ -n 
THAT HE I OF COURSE 
WAS THE NOT.' HE 
FIRST PONY / ALSO DE- 
EXPRESS r LIVEREP THE 
RIPER I FIRST AIR 
AROUNP / MAIL LETTER 
HERE? A. IN HISTORY./ 



w/ET/ 
I PAINT. 1 

I HE WAS 
ALWAYS 
RUNNING) 



( WHICH ' 
WAS 
THE 

FASTEST/ 



ITS FUNNY, \ NEVER HE ARP 
BUT X NEVER ) OF SAM 
HEARD OF /SEESAW ! WHY, 

< HIM' A HE WAS THE 

BRAVEST PONY 

I EXPRESS RIPER 
I V OF THEM ALLJ \ 



if WHOSAID \ 

V Anything 
I ABOUT AlR- 
PLANES?ALL 
I SAID WAS 
THAT SAM 
/ DELIVERED 
/ THE BEST 
AIR MAIL LETTER 
IN HISTORY/ 



[now HOLDAi 
ON 1 THERE V 
WERE NO SUCH 
THINGS AS 
AIRPLANES 
IN THE PAYS 
OF THE PONY/ 

Iexpressi J 



Y HE ^ 
'ACCIDENTALLY 
I SAT DOWN 
l^ON A SPURi/ 



WASN'T HE 
AFRAID OP 
ANYTHING?, 



HS WAS AFRAID 
OF BISOU? HOW . 
v COMB? 



'THEY HADHIA 
k BUFFALOED/ 
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■what makes X because in all 

■wSU THINK HE ) THE Y£AI?5 HE 

■was BRAVE^/CARRlED THE 

Kr. ' ,^T MAIL, HE ONLY 

V V - I -AILED TUH 
\ I DELIVER IT _✓ 



WAS 

THAT 



r -POOR SAM\ 
WAS TRYING TUH . 

POD&E THE I 
- LIGHTNING I 
k BOLTS. BUT-/ 



•NO, IT WOULD 



AND SO, I SUPPOSE, 
WITHOUT HIS 
HORSE, HE JS|| 
COULDN'T 

deliver aigaM 



TRUSTY 



TAKE MORE THAN 
THE LOSS OF A - 
HORSE TO STOP | 
SAM. 1 HE JEST I 
k OONTINI IEP-^ 



THE MAIL 1 . 



| --AND ONE OF THE 
1 REDSKINS HIT SAM, 
WITH AN ARROW. 1 



-ON FOOT! BUT HE RAN 
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